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“She watched, eyes glazed as the 
tide rolled in and washed out. She 
felt the heat of the day against her 
flesh and the heavy wind pushing 







































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Circling the hill, balefires bright,
Did cast long shadows dancing.
And in the between the pyrelight























































































































































































































































































































Oh my gaaahhhh, let me start by 
asking who in the world would per-





































ROSALNE:	(Points finger at ROMEO)	See,	there	ya	go	again.












ROMEO:	(Walks around texting, MERCUTIO can be heard from offstage 














































MERCUTIO:	(Runs over to ROMEO, a bit drunk)	Romeo!	You	should	
have	just	seen	Tybalt;	he’s	already	hammered	and	just	got	told	by	his	









Just	have	a	drink.	(Gives Romeo some of his drink)	Live	a	little.	(Romeo 
takes a big swig)	Whoa	(Taking drink back)	I	said	live	a	little.
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ROMEO:	You’re	right.	(Shakes head)	I’m	on	a	mission.
MERCUTIO:	Look,	there	she	is.	(JULIET and ROSALINE enter stage)	
Her	friend’s	pretty	hot.
ROMEO:	You	can	have	that	one.











ROMEO:	When	you	fell	from	Heaven.	(JULIET laughs, MERCUTIO 












JULIET; JULIET is taken aback)
ROMEO:	I’m	sorry	I	…JULIET:	(Leans	closer)	You	didn’t	let	me	kiss	you	
back.	(Kisses ROMEO, MERCUTIO howls, phone rings)	Oh	(JULIET 
looks at phone)	it’s	my	mom,	I’ve	gotta	go.





















































































































ROMEO:	Think	about	it.	(Puts arm around FRIAR LAWERNCE and pans 


















ROMEO out)	The	feuding	ends	today!	(Runs around getting ready, confes-
sion booth door opens slowly, horror music plays, Friar screams)	
























MERCUTIO:	(Takes phone and read dramatically)	Romeo!	Oh	Romeo!	
Where	for	art	thou	Romeo!	
ROMEO:	That’s	not	what	it	says.	(Takes phone)
MERCUTIO:	(In a normal voice)	Wouldn’t	it	be	funny	if	you	slept	with	
this	chick	and	she	ended	up	pregnant?	(Laughs)	Then	you’d	be	stuck.
ROMEO:	That	would	suck.








TYBALT:	(Holds up a water bottle)	You’re	not	going	anywhere!
MERCUTIO:	(Laughs)	That	is	a	water	bottle;	what	are	you	gonna	do?
TYBALT:	(Pours out water to check)	Oh.	Well	I’ll	let	you	off	this	time.
ROMEO:	(While leaving)	Shut	up,	Tybalt.







fingers then waves hand)	forever	ago?
ROMEO:	It’s	been	two	days!
TYBALT:	(Laughs)	She’s	been	talking	to	me	for	way	longer	than	two	days.









ROMEO:	This	ends	now!	(Puts hand down TYBALT’s pocket)	
TYBALT:	Rape!	I	knew	it!




ever	date	her!	(Tries to knock ROMEO down but falls)
ROMEO:	Why’d	you	have	to...?











































































ROMEO:	(Enters with crowbar in hand)	Juliet!	No!	(Cries on JULIET)	
Why	did	this	have	to	happen?!	She	was	so	young	(nudges JULIET)	Wake	
up,	my	darling!	WAKE	UP!	(Pounds fist)	No,	no,	no!	I	love	you!	(Looks at 
the door)	Is	someone	there?	(Pause)	If	anyone’s	there	just	leave	us	alone!	
(Pause)	I’M	GONNA	KILL	MYSELF!	(Stops crying, in normal voice)	
Alright,	enough	of	that.	(Leans on JULIET’s coffin facing the door)	I	
know	she’s	not	dead.	Friar	Lawrence	sent	me	like	5	Facebook	messages	and	
called	my	house	3	times.	(Looks up and sighs)	Mercutio	was	right.	
(JULIET gets up, ROMEO doesn’t notice)	Rosaline’s	not	coming	back.	
And	I	shouldn’t	have	done	this	to	you,	Juliet.	(Slightly nods towards 
JULIET but doesn’t see her. Juliet stops then continues moving toward 
crowbar)	I	don’t	want	to	keep	living	with	Juliet	(ROMEO pulls out sleep-
aiding plant)	and	I	don’t	want	to	tell	her	the	truth	either.	I	hope	the	door	
is	still	open	when	I	wake	up.	Now,	how	did	Friar	say	to	take	this?	You	
just	eat	it,	and	you’ll	fall	asleep?	(Shrugs and makes a sarcastic toast with 
plant)	To	true	love.
JULIET:	(Makes a sarcastic toast with crowbar)	To	true	love.
ROMEO:	(Turns to face JULIET)	What?	How?!	How	long	have	you	been...
JULIET:	(Holds crowbar over her head)	Once	a	Montague,	always	a	
Montague.	(Hits ROMEO in the groin with the crowbar, ROMEO cries; 



























The lobby of a small blood bank. It is furnished like many waiting rooms, 
and there is a desk at one end that serves as the reception area. There is 
a woman seated at the desk, pecking at the keyboard of the laptop before 































KATE moves to a desk almost directly across from KATHY’s. This desk 
is laden with medical supplies. KATHY exits stage left. A moment later, 
































































Ready?	(KATE nods and JENNA jabs her with the needle, collects the 
blood, and inserts it into a little machine on the end of the desk. She places 
a bandage on the finger.)	Now	your	blood	pressure.	
	
KATE:	I	think	this	might	be	more	painful	than	the	needle.
























































































































































































KATHY:	Right	here,	dearie.	(Enters from stage left.)	What	do	you	need?	
JENNA:	Some	new	needles,	if	you	please.
KATHY:	Sure	thing,	hon.	I’ll	be	back	in	a	minute.	(Bustles out of the 






























JENNA:	Sure	thing.	(Pulls equipment out and begins prepping KATE for 
the donation.)	Are	you	allergic	to	iodine?
KATE:	Not	that	I	know	of.







with	the	donation.	I’ll	be	right	back.	(Exits stage left, leaving KATE alone. 
There’s a commotion and KATHY leads two men in from stage right. The 
first man is dressed in a police uniform and the second man is dressed in a 










JOHN:	(Laughs, although it’s obviously fake.)	Some	police	humor	there,	
huh?	Sure,	I’ll	shoot!	First	question,	and	make	sure	you	get	this,	Matthews.	







































































































































































FICER KLEIN to the chair across from KATE’S and begins swabbing his 
arm.)	Matthews,	do	you	have	your	regular	camera?	(Cameraman gives 






OFFICER	KLEIN:	(Speaks at the same time as JOHN.)	Ha,	yeah.	Um,	
Miss	Ko?	
	















OFFICER KLEIN out of his chair and they both move toward the 



















OFFICER KLEIN and JENNA return and OFFICER KLEIN settles back 





winces as she punctures his arm.)
	
JOHN:	Beautiful,	beautiful.	Are	you	getting	this,	Matthews?	Okay,	good.	I	































































JENNA moves over to OFFICER KLEIN’s chair and takes a small ban-
dage and sheet of gauze out of her pocket. She removes the needle from 




























































































































































































back to the reception area.)
	
JENNA:	Well,	you’re	all	done	now.	We’ll	just	get	you	wrapped	up	here	
then	get	the	blood	back	to	the	fridge.	(JENNA pulls the needle out of 













JENNA exits stage left. KATE gets up and walks around in a small circle, 



















































quickly types it into his phone.)
GEORGE:	I	see	you	setting	those	alarms.
KATE:	We	should	go.	Can’t	keep	mom	waiting!




GEORGE takes RICHARD’s hand and the three of them exit stage left, 


















The scene opens with LANCE running through the woods, meeting up 











(LANCE lights a cigarette and winks at JASON.)
JASON:	Put	that	shit	out,	man!	I	don’t	want	nobody	seein’	us	out	here!	






(JASON shoves one hand into his pockets and begins hastily running 



























(LANCE and JASON take off towards the path, LANCE still smoking his 









(JASON grasps LANCE’s leather jacket collar and shakes him as he asks 











(LANCE turns backwards to face JASON as they walk down the trail. 







(JASON stuffs both his hands into his pockets and concentrates on the 
ground in front of him. LANCE turns forward and treks on. The two walk 











now.	BUT	–	(LANCE takes a step back and holds his arms out wide then 
points them westward)	within	36	hours,	we’ll	be	in	Cal	–	I-	Forn-	I-	A!	Get	
excited,	kiddos!	





(LANCE and KELLY look at each other solemnly. LANCE digs through his 









(LANCE is pulled towards the still train car. His head slams against the 
footholds. He slumps, motionless, and falls to the ground. KELLY rushes 
to her collapsed boyfriend.)
KELLY:	What	the	hell,	man?	What	happened?
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(As KELLY looks over to a stunned JASON, a baseball bat slams into the 
left side of her face, knocking her atop LANCE. JASON takes a step back, 
his mouth hanging open slightly. A dark figure leaps from the train car. As 
he lands, he spits on JASON and KELLY.)
FIGURE:	Going	west,	are	you,	pussy?	
(JASON turns to run. He takes two steps before the baseball bat collides 
with his head. He falls to the ground. The figure muses over JASON’s still 
body.)
FIGURE:	Didn’t	think	so.




“Never did I know freedom as I 
did when I lay in that well of snow 
and watched the clouds float in the 






 As an athlete, I have traveled the world many times over, visited 
and competed in over twenty different countries, and lived and trained in 
six different states. I represented the United States internationally for well 
over ten years, from the far reaches of Asia to our northern neighbors of 
Canada and everywhere in-between. I competed against the best in the 
world in three sports and defeated them all at one time or another. I be-
came a Long Track Ice Olympian in Torino, Italy, a Short Track Ice World 
Champion in Seoul, Korea, and a numerous time Inline Speed National 
Champion in various states throughout the United States. I have looked 
adversity straight in the face and triumphed. I broke my back in a terrify-
ing high speed crash in Short Track Ice, hitting the wall at over thirty-five 
miles an hour. The doctors said I would never skate again; I qualified for 
my first Olympic team a year later. I have lived more life than my twenty-
seven years would seem to suggest, yet my life is just beginning. The past 
year has bestowed upon me a life lesson worth more than all the accom-
plishments and dreams one could imagine. This lesson of forgiveness has 
provided my heart with an existence more fulfilling than any achievement 
possibly could.  
 I started out 2009 with only one thought on my mind, the 2010 
Olympic Team. I incorporated everything I knew was right from twenty 
years of success in elite training and competition into my regime: ten 
hours a day, six days a week, for an entire year. I did this with an uncom-
mon focus and determination. I went into trials having trained harder, 
longer, and faster than I had ever done before, and knew I would never do 
again. I believed I was on a path to the final Olympic team of my career, 
and I knew I would retire after the season, win, lose or draw. 
 On my drive to the Olympic Team trials in Marquette, Michigan, 
I received an emotional phone call from my mother. She said that my 
estranged, alcoholic father was in the hospital with congestive heart failure 
and he might not survive the week. I did not realize at the time how this 
would alter my journey. Over the next few days of competition, I com-
peted with a heartless effort, and I failed to make the 2010 Olympic Team.
 I moved home and changed my life as I had known it for the past 




passion. I got ready to attend school in the spring of 2010, as a twenty-six 
year old freshman, with more travels, experiences and memories than most 
students could dream of.
 After ten years of angered estrangement, I started contact with my 
father again. I struggled with many emotions at the time: life changes, pent 
up resentment, anger towards my father for his neglect in my life, and a 
general fear of a future that was uncertain for the first time since I could 
remember. My father resided in a small apartment north of Atlanta that my 
mother and sister provided for him after his recent hospital scare, keeping 
him off the street or from under a bridge. I would take groceries to my dad 
once a week. I would sit on the front porch with him and have conversa-
tions to try to find the man I grew up adoring, respecting and idolizing 
-- my childhood hero. The process went on for months, and every Friday, 
I would see my dad and wonder what had happened to the father I longed 
for.  
 My father was a man of extraordinary aptitude and ambition. I 
never knew of anything he was not capable of mastering. He cooked like 
a chef straight from the best cooking schools of France. He drew scenes 
with such vivid imagination they could only be compared to a dream. My 
dad raced motorcycles and cars to their absolute limits, flew airplanes to 
the max of their capabilities, maneuvered a boat in such a fashion that 
everyone stood watching in awe. In all my travels, I still have not seen an 
equal to his talent and potential.
 During three months of the search, I would only see momentary 
glimpses of the man I held in my heart and in my mind. He was lost in a 
storm at sea, a storm of alcohol and drugs. I got a call from my dad saying 
that he needed to be taken to the hospital. I jumped in my car and rushed 
to pick him up and get him to a doctor. I sat with him in the emergency 
room, questioning if he was actually in pain or if he was just looking for 
his next fix. The doctors had explained 30 years before that he would die 
in a hospital a young man if he didn’t choose a path without alcohol and 
drugs. As it turns out, the doctors were right. My dad died at the age of 
sixty-two, a young man by today’s standards. He died of complications 
from continuous alcohol and drug abuse. 
 Right before he died, I had a life-altering moment with him. We 
were in the hospital room alone together, not a nurse in sight: so serene 
and quiet that I could have heard a whisper from a mile away. It felt 
like time stood still and we were both bonded in that moment together. I 
looked him in the eyes and told him I was proud of the man he was in my 
childhood, that I forgave him for any transgressions in our past. I was able 
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to tell the hero of my youth I loved him with all my heart. I will never 
forget the final hug and dance I had with my father, the look in his eyes, 
and smile on his face, what I would classify as joy, relief, and love. He 
looked to be at peace, after a lifetime of struggles. I will forever remember 
the good in my father. I will always hold dear to my heart the lesson of 
unequivocal forgiveness his life taught me.
 After trials, I remember having the question in my mind, “Why 
didn’t I make the Olympic team?”  We all have our doubts; we all ques-
tion the path we are on. I am very fortunate to have been given an answer 
to my query. As it turns out, had I made the Olympic Team, I would never 
have had the final moments with my father. I would have been sitting in 
Vancouver at the opening ceremonies, feeling empty and hollow at not 
having peace with him. The fulfillment I experienced from unconditional 
forgiveness is a life lesson worth much more than any accolade. There is 
not a more liberating feeling than letting go of hurt and anger. Through all 
the travails of my journey, the most influential lesson of my life has been 



























































































































































































	 	 conditions	that	others	would	shun.	They	are	creative,	good		 	













































“It is the constant need for survival 
that seems to have created, and in 




























































































































































Manes,	Christopher.	“Nature	and	Silence.”	The Ecocriticism Reader: 







The Normalizing of Aberrant Behavior 
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CHERYL MILLS is a non-traditional student who did not discover her 
love of writing and academics until after she had four children, so she’s 
kind of busy and not given to long-winded third-person autobiographical 
statements. 
MADISON MOSELY was born in Jacksonville, Florida and spent the last 
four years living in Fort Lauderdale.  A sophomore and English major, 
she completed her first year at Florida Atlantic University in Boca Raton, 
Florida. After living in Florida for 19 years, she is thrilled with seasons 
and the mountains.
GRAYSON TAYLOR is finishing his fourth and final semester at Gaines-
ville State College.  He plans to transfer to the University of Georgia as an 
English major and one day become a writer.  A writer of what, he doesn’t 





2011 Writing Contest Winners
SHORT FICTION
1st Place: Katherine Schinell  
2nd Place: Tandra Long  
3rd Place: Abigail Diorio    
POETRY
1st Place: Sarah Madsen
2nd Place: Jessie Merriam  
3rd Place: David Butler 
ONE-ACT PLAY
1st Place: Katie Keiger 
2nd Place: Kayla McGee 
3rd Place: Brad Jamison 
INFORMAL ESSAY
1st Place: Charles Ryan Leveille 
2nd Place: Emmy Dixon 
3rd Place: Grayson Taylor 
FORMAL ESSAY
1st Place: Jason Martin 
2nd Place: Cheryl Mills 














“Oh, To Be a Ramblin’ Man”
“Humanity: Killing is in Our Blood”
“The Normalizing of Aberrant Behavior 
Through Television Talk Shows”





Short Fiction - 1st Place
“Gone”
TANDRA	LONG
One-Act Plays - 1st Place
The Run
BRAD	JAMISON
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